l6o                     RAG-TIME AND TANGO
low along the tall lake-front, we said farewell to Illinois,
Once more, as California Limited transferred us to Twen-
tieth Century, we passed the multiple Main Streets of
Indiana. Farewell, farewell, the Middle West. There was
Toledo, where the trains run north to Detroit and see the
glow on the night over the Ford factory, where once I saw
it from a plunging taxi in the snow. Farewell to Michigan,
There was Cleveland, too, with the wind off Lake Erie, and
the patient levels of Chatauqua, All our travels seemed to
rank themselves outside the Pullman window; every
memory that we had gathered came down to the station to
see us off, We felt a little like Mr, Pitt, when he rolled up
the map of Europe because he would not want it any more,
Buffalo passed in the night; and we woke in the Hudson
Valley with a broad river sliding past and houses that
clustered, grew together, and became New York.
One more departure waited, as a taxi stole down-town
through the evening traffic to the dock, A roaring con-
course; lights and porters; then a gang-plank; flowers in
a waiting state-room; the familiar spaces of the ship; a
last word to brisk reporters in the big brown room that
waited for to-morrow's dancers; and the roar of ocean
whistles, And so farewell, America, The piled and lighted
city stood in the night outside. It veered a little, as we
moved, and slowly slipped away. Then the lights receded;
and we were left to the dark Bay, the Narrows, and the
open sea,